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XVI

THE answer that ye made to me, my dear,
When I did sue for my poor heart's redress,
Hath so appalTd my countenance and my
That in this case I am all comfortless,
Since I of blame no cause can well express.

I have no wrong where I can claim no right,
Nought ta'en me fro where I have nothing had,
Yet of my woe I cannot so be quite:
Namely, since that another may be glad,
With that that thus in sorrow makes me* sad.

Nor none can claim, I say, ]by former grant
That knoweth not of any grant at all;
And by desert, I dare well make avaunt,
Of faithful will there is nowhere that shall
Bear you more truth, more ready at your call.

Now good then call again that bitter word
That touch'd your friend so neat with pangs of pain,
And say, my dear, that it was said in bourd:
Late, or too soon, let it not rule the gain
Wherewith free will doth true desert retain.

XVH*

SO unwarely was never no man caught
With steadfast look upon a goodly face,
As I of kte : for suddenly, methought,
My heart was torn out of his place.

Thorough mine eye the stroke from hers did slide,
Directly down unto my heart it ran :
In help whereof the blood thereto did glide,
And left my face both pale and wan.

Then was I like a man for x^oc amazed,
Or like the bird that flycth i^to the fire;
For while that I upon her b^a               *

The more I butn'd in my